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This year 1917, so important to us, the graduating class of the Taunton 
High School, is marked with disorder and disturbance. The over-crowded 
condition of the building with the necessary two-session system, the occupation 
of the new armory in place of the old one on Weir Street, the transfer of the 
school from the main building to the annex to make way for the remodelling, 
and the entrance of the United States into the Great War, — all have contributed 
to the general disturbance. 

At the beginning of the school year the large number of pupils made it 
necessary to hold an afternoon session for the freshmen. This had little or no 
effect on the upper classes, but it hindered the freshmen from taking part in 
athletics and other school activities. In this w r ay the customary good-fellow- 
ship among the four classes was prevented, and the freshmen w'ere isolated, as never 
before, from the rest of the school. 

Soon the occupation of the newly completed armory on Pleasant Street 
presented another disturbance in school life; for the consequent closing of the 
old city armory threatened the high school cadets with disaster. The expense 
of hiring the new armory from the state made it impossible to hold the drilling 
and socials in that building. This struck at the very heart of the social life of 
the school, for the cadet prize drills are the most important social events. This 
trouble, however, w^as remedied. The old armory was left free for drilling, and 
the new* one was finally hired for prize drills. Thus the cadet organization and 
the social life of the school were preserved. 

Next came the transfer of school from the main building to the annex. At 
last the reconstruction was begun, and the sophomores and long-suffering fresh- 
men can look forward to graduation from a modern high school building. The 
confusion caused by this change can readily be imagined. The school, which 
had been cramped in the main building and the annex, w^as now conducted in 
the annex alone amidst the thump of hammers and crash of falling bricks. But 
although unpleasant for us, the work w ? as necessary for the welfare of future 
classes. 

On Good Friday, April sixth, the day following our evacuation of the old 
high school building, the United States cast her lot with the allied nations and 
declared w'ar on Germany. The influence of this event w'as worldwide, and its 
effect w*as brought home to us when members of our class enlisted, and when 
the city called on the school to aid in the w r ork for preparedness. This event 
has further helped to make the year of our graduation unusual and unsettled. 
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Now as we are approaching our last days of high school, we are trying to 
forget the confusion that has interrupted our school year and to do our best to 
carry on the customary enthusiastic spirit of school life. We must strive to 
bridge the gap between the freshmen and the upper classes; we must insure the 
success of school activities by ardent support; and we must make the best of 
our narrow quarters while we watch the construction of a newer, better high 
school. And not only in these last few days of school but in all our future life, 
let us, as a class resolve to maintain an attitude that will promote unceasing 
good-will and friendship among our fellow-classmates, lellow-students, and 
fellow-men. 
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ESTELLE R. ALLEN. “Stelle.” 
“Studious of ease and fond of humble things.” 

“Stelle” is one of the large flock from 
Cohannet. She has modestly completed four 
years in the commercial course. 


OTIS E. ALLEY. “Al.” 

“I am not a politician, and my other habits 
are good.” 

“Al”, one of our leading mathematicians, 
appeared mysteriously from Cohannet. When 
not engaged in drilling, acting, and playing 
in the school orchestra, he has dabbled in the 
college course. Technology is his goal. 
Corporal T. H. S. C. T5. “Antonio” in Class Play. 

Sergeant T. H. S. C. T6. Drums — Orchestra. 

2nd Lieutenant, Co. B T7. Professional Ice-Cream Dipper. 

1st Lieutenant Co. B T7. Cum laude. 




CONSTANCE ATKINS. “Conny.” 

“A wise skepticism is the first attribute of a 
good critic.” 

“Conny” entered from Cohannet with the 
gang. She has criticised her way through the 
general course and has been leader in class 
activities. She will go to the Children’s 
Hospital, Brookline, to train for nursing. 
Sophomore Banquet Committee. Brockton Game Committee, 

Kappa Phi Delta Ass’t Editor of Journal. 

Class Play. Decoration Com. 1916, Graduation. 

Semi-Chorus, Cum laude. 
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LAURENCE ALBERT BABBITT. 

The warrior who cultivates his mind polishes 
his arms. 

South School. Commercial course. Boston 
University. 

Corp. T. H. S. C. 15. Member A. A. 

Sergt. T. H. S. C. ’16. Cum laude. 

2nd Lieut. 17. 1st Lieut. 17. 

Battalion adjutant 17. 



ALVINA LINNEA BERGLUND. “Keen." 

“Of manners gentle and affections mild.” 

“Neen” comes from the Blanding School, 
Rehoboth. She has taken the general course 
and expects to go to the Rhode Island Com- 
mercial School next year. Quiet and unas- 
suming, she has won lasting friendship from 
us all. 





LILLIAN FRANCIS BOYD. “Billy” 
“Dress is the business of all women.” 

“Billy” is another addition to our list of 
Cohannet graduates. Iler studies in the 
commercial course have not prevented her 
from enjoying the lighter side of life. 

Junior Class Play. Basketball team. 
Member A. A. 
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MARION GERTRUDE BREMNER. 
“Marry”. 

“The fairest garden in her looks, 

And in her mind the wisest books.” 
From the Bay Street School came “Marry.” 
She has been prominent in the commercial 
course, and has escaped with honors there- 
from. Cum laude. 

Football banquet committee. 



VELZORA BRIGGS. 

“Her cheeks like apples which the sun had 
ruddied.” 

Here Cohan net gives us another member 
of our class — Yelzora. She has taken the 
general course in High School, and will spend 
the summer at Amherst Aggie. 



CLARISSA GRAY BUFFUM. “Crutcher.” 
“A little learning is a dangerous thing.” 
“Crutcher” is one of the giddy crowd from 
Cohannet. She has chased the college course 
for four years and plans to enter Wheaton in 
the fall. 

Decorating committee for football banquet. 
Waitress at banquet. 

Waitress at alumni banquet. 
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MARY ALMA CAVANAGH. u Cav M . 

“I’s wicked I is. Ps mighty wicked; anyhow 
I can’t help it.” 

“Cav” came from Cohan net four years ago 
since when she has been one of the joyous 
partakers of the general course as a prepara- 
tion for the Skidmore School of Arts. She 
has livened many a tedious hour by her stud- 
ies in statuary. 

Waitress at sophomore banquet. 
“Sebastian” in Twelfth Night.” 

Kappa Phi Delta. 



EMORY DAHLSTROM CHAMPNEY. 
“Champ.” 

“If she be not for me, 

What care I how fair she be!” 
“Champ” happened in from the W inthrop 
* School four years ago and expects to enter 
Brown next year. He is one of Mr. Walker’s 
prize mathematics sharks. 

Corp. T H. S. C. T5. Captain Co. B ’17. 
Sergt. T. H. S. C. T6. Class Play. 

1st Lieut. Co. B 17. Picture committee 17. 



DOROTHY P. CHILDS. “Dot.” 

“Her step is music and her voice is song.” 

The Dighton Grammar School gives us this 
damsel. “Dot” has pursued the studies of 
the commercial course so well that she receives 
a deserved honor. 

Cum laude. 
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BRADFORD LK BARON CHURCH. 

“Churchy.” 

“E'en tho vanquished he could argue still." 

Cohannet gives us our president, “Churchy,” 
who has made his way through the college 
course in preparation for Amherst. This 
has not been the extent of Ids work, however, 
for the ladies can testify that he has played 
an important part in the miscellaneous drama 
of school life. 


Class President. 

Football 15, 16. 

Stylus 15. 

Corporal T. H. S. C. 15. 
Sergeant T. H. S. C. 16. 
Captain Co. B 17. 

Major T. H. S. Battalion 17. 


\\ inner of Officer’s Trophy 17. 

“T” Club. 

“Duke Orsino” in Twelfth Night. 
Business Manager of Class Play. 

Military Editor of Journal. 

Cheer Leader at Brockton 15. 

Financial Committee T. H. S. C. 15, 16. 



LOUISE CLAPP. 

“She smiled and the shadows departed.” 

Cohannet School. Always smiling, she has 
smiled her teachers into passing her through 
the commercial course. At present she is 
undecided as to what she will do next year. 
Kappa Phi Delta. Member A. A. 

Semi chorus. 



BERTHA L. COLE. “Betty." 

“With words we govern men.” 

Betty danced in from the Dighton Gram- 
mar School, and has continued her merry 
way through the commercial course. 

Kappa Phi Delta. Member A. A. 
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GEORGE EDWARD COLE. 
“His purposes will ripen fast.” 
Winthrop School. Commercial course. 



THOMAS A. COSTELLO. “Cos,” “Cuss”. 

“Then, Pallas, take away thine owl 
And let us have a lark instead!” 

“Cos” joined us last year from Alton, Xew 
Hampshire. With little work he has com- 
pleted the general course and will enter Bry- 
ant <& Stratton Business College next year. 
He has the signal honor of being the last stu- 
dent to decorate the platform in old Room 1. 



L. LUCILE CRAPO. 

“ 'Tis as cheap standing as sitting.” 

Lucile followed the crowd from Cohannet. 
When not decorating Mr. W’s platform, she 
is studying for Brown. 
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S LILLIAN MAY DALEY. “Lilly”. 

“Must we part? 

Well, if we must, we must.” 

Lilly comes from the West Haven High 
School, West Haven, Conn. She has taken 
the Normal course and is going to Bridge- 
water Normal. 

Forward, Basketball ’ 16 . 



ALICE ETHELYN DARY. “Alicia.” 

“Life is not life at all without delight.” 

“Alicia” came to Taunton High from the 
South School. When she has not been chas- 
ing cars, she has been seeking the paths of 
knowledge in the college course. She expects 
to continue her search at Framingham Nor- 
mal School. 

Kappa Phi Delta. 



ANTHONY PORTER DEAN. 
“Tony” “Gunga.” 

“The night cometh when no man can work.” 

Cohannet School. Tech course. He has 
been a material help to the N. Y., N. H. & H. 
R. R. for the last four years by honoring it 
with his patronage between Myricks and 
Taunton. Tony’s “wreathed smile” is famous. 

Fabian, Class Play. Member A. A. 
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DOROTHY DEAN. “Dot.” 

“Ornament of a meek and quiet spirit.” 

“Dot” is one of the meek members of a 
mirthful mob. Since she came from Cohan- 
net, Dot has striven with the difficulties of 
the college course. She is now on her way 
to Skidmore. 

Usher Class Play. 



RUTH ADELAIDE DEARBORN 
“Debby.” 

“A sweet attractive kind of grace.” 
“Debby”, our star basketball artist, also 
comes from Cohannet. She has taken the 
commercial course to fill up her odd moments. 

Captain of Basket Ball Team. 

Usher at Class Play. 

Sophomore Banquet Committee. 
Member A. A. 



BERNICE ALDEN DEXTER. “Bunny.” 

“A merry heart goes all the day.” 

Cohannet School. She is one of our bright 
spots. Always merry and smiling, she has 
contributed much to the memories of our 
school life. She has taken the commercial 
course and will go to the Boston Conserva- 
tory of Music. 
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HAROLD GEORGE DOHERTY. "Shark.” 

"It is so soon that I am done for, 

I wonder what I was begun for.” 

"Shark” slipped in from Bay Street when 
nobody was looking. He has taken the tech- 
nical course and will go to Tech, next year 
provided he can "kid the profs.” intobeliev-. 
ing him a true "shark”. Shark’s favorite 
study is English (?). 

Cadets T6 Member A. A. 



CHARLOTTE HATHAWAY FLINT. 

"A woman’s work, grave sirs, 

Is never done.” 

Charlotte, our star scholar, came from the 
South School. She has absorbed four years 
of Latin and all the other requirements of 
the college course. Mount Holyoke will be 
her home next year. 

Stylus 1915. Class Play committee. 

Summa cum laude. 



MARJORIE WORSLEY FRANCIS. 
"Marj.” 

"She is so very sensible.” 

"Marj”, one of the illuminations of the 
general course, came from Cohannet. Her 
rippling laughter has often lightened our dull 
lessons. "Marj” will take up household arts 
at Simmons College. 

Usher Class Play. Member A. A. 

Magna cum laude. 
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CARLTON WINFRED GARDNER. 

“Lizzie.” 

“Hang sorrow! Care’ll kill a cat.” 

“Lizzie”, our class comedian, escaped from 
Cohannet four long years ago. Since then 
he has pursued the Tech course and has at last 
caught up with it. As a Shakesperian com- 
edian he is unsurpassed. 

“Sir Andrew” Class Play. Member A. A. 


SAM TEL GOLDSTEIN. “Sammie”. 

“I was promised on a time 
To have reason for my rhyme: 

From that time unto this season 
I received nor rhyme nor reason.” 

“Sammie” comes from E. Taunton. He has taken the college course (with 
variations) but does not know what he will do when he bids 1'. H. S. good-bye. 

T. H. S. C. 3 years. Corp 1917. 



ALICE DOROTHY GORMLKY. “Al.” 
‘She is a winsome wee thing.” 

“Al” is a representative from Weir Gram- 
mar. She has taken the general course but 
is undecided as to what to do now that T. H. 
S. has turned her loose in the cruel world. 
“Al” is a good sport, and what she lacks in 
size she makes up in pep. 



LEWIS WATTS GOWARD. 
“Luke”, “Looie”. 

“Go! little booke! Go! my little tragedie.” 

“Luke” is another of the great Cohannet 
contingent. He has taken the college and 
general course and expects to attend some 
Boston prep, school next year. 

Corporal Co. B 1915. 

Sergeant Co. B 1916-1917. 

Business committee class play. 

Picture committee T7. 
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MARION AREITA GREEN. 

“Re”, “Green Eyes”. 

“Is there a heart that music cannot melt?” 

Gohannet. She has survived the general 
course in Taunton High and has enlivened 
our Friday mornings with her exploits in the 
vocal line. She intends to follow a musical 
career. 

Soloist. Banquet committee. 

Member A. A. 



HARRY GROSSMAN. 

“Deeper than did ever plummet sound 
I’ll drown my book.” 

Weir Grammar. Commercial course. 

Will continue his work next year at Boston 
University. 

Class Ode. 



RALPH ETHELBERT HARNDEN. 

“I am resolved to grow fat.” 

Cohannet School. He has toiled in the 
commercial course for four years, and will 
leave us with a “cum laude” upon his diploma, 
headed for the School of Administration, 
Boston University. 



Program Committee of Class Play. Sophomore Banquet Committee. 
Advertising Committee of Class Play. Cum laude. 
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MAYDELL GERTRUDE HARRINGTON. 
“Misty.” 

“Her stature tall.” 

She has indulged in the wild excitement of 
typewriter pounding and shorthand scrib- 
bling as furnished by the Commercial course. 



MARION ACHSAH HASKINS. 
“Maysie.” 

“The countenance is the portrait of the soul.” 

“Maysie” came four years -ago from My- 
ricks. She has faithfully continued her stud- 
ies in the commercial course. 



RUTH LILLIAN HASKINS. 
“Prudence is the virtue of the senses.” 
My ricks. Commercial course. 
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ELLSWORTH A. HATHAWAY. “Hap.” 

“A man I am, crossed with adversity.” 

Winthrop School. Four long years he 
has wrestled with the college course and at 
last has downed it. He is going to Brown 
to study law. “Hap” has been one of the 
main stays of the nine for several years. 

Manager freshman baseball team 14. 

Baseball 15, 16, 17. 

“T” Club. 



WILLIAM F. HATHAWAY. “Bill.” 

“I loafe and invite my soul.” 

Weir Grammar. Commercial course. 
Member A. A. First Sergt. 17. 

Corp. T. H. S. C. 16. Sergt. T. H. S. C. 17. 



ALVAH GEORGE HAYES. 

“Al”, “Haza.” 

“He has moved a little nearer to the master.” 

Another let loose from Cohannet is “Haza.” 
He has been chief warden of Mr. Walker's 
platform, and to him we owe much of the 
pervading cheerfulness of Room I. When 
he has not been sprinting on the fields of 
fame, he has been sprinting after his credits 
in the technical course. Haza will continue 
his studies at M. I. T. 



Baseball 15, 16, 17. 

Football 16, 17. 

Track 16, 17. 

Corporal T. H. S. C. 15. 
Sergeant T. H. S. C. 16. 

1st Lieutenant T. H. S. C. 17. 
Adjutant T. H. S. C. 17. 
Captain Co. C 1917. 


Student Treasurer C. 16. 

Member “T” Club. 

Athletic Editor Journal. 

Decoration Committee Graduation 16 
Chairman Financial Committee T. H 
S. C. 17. 

Book Committee. 

Class Play Committee. 
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KATHRYN ELIZABETH HODGES. 
“Katrinka.” 

“Cudgel thy brains no more about it.” 
“Katrinka” received her diploma from the 
Leonard School. She has fluttered through 
four years of general course and hopes to get 
away with another diploma in June. 
Semi-chorus for graduation. Member A. A. 



GEORGE RUSSELL. HORTON. 
“Words of truth and soberness.” 

Commercial course. Cohannet. 
Member A. A. 


GILBERT EARL HOWLAND. “Pete”. 
“Almost to all things could he turn his hand.” 

“Pete,” our vice-president, hails from 
Cohannet. He has completed the commer- 
cial course with high honor. A quiet level 
headed man, he has held the respect and 
friendship of all who knew him. 


Vice President. 

School Council T6. 

Football Banquet Committee T5. 
Decoration Committee T6 Graduation. 


Cadets T4. 

Class Play Committee T6. 
Class Book Committee T6. 
Magna cum laude. 
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JENNIE ELIZABETH HUBBARD. 

“Jen”, “Deddie.” 

“She is pretty to walk with, 

Witty to talk with, 

And pleasant to think on, too.” 

“Jen” is another from the wigwam of the 
Cohannet tribe. She has mixed play with 
work and has succeeded in having a mighty 
good time at T. H. S. She has attained high 
honors in the college course and is going to 
Rad cl i fie. Jen has had a hand in almost 
everything that has happened at T. H. S. for 
four years. 

Associate Editor Journal. Brockton Game Committee T6. 

Class Pin Committee T4. Class Play, 16. 

Class Book Committee T6. Waitress at Football Banquet 15. 

Cum laude. 



LILLIAN IRONS. 

“The light of a dark eye.” 

Carlton Place High School, Canada. Com- 
mercial course, three years. 

Cum laude. 


LEO FREDERICK JACKSON. “Jack”. 

“On the stage he was natural, simple, affecting; 
’Twas only that when he was off lie was 
acting.” 

Jack is one of the convicts who escaped 
from the bars of Cohannet. Besides his con- 
tributions to athletics, he has furnished much 
amusement behind the footlights as Malvolio 
in the Class Play. 

Manager football team 15, 16. 
Football 15, 16. T. H. S. C. Corp 16 
Class baseball. Sergt. 17. 

Class Play committee. “T” Club. 

Malvolio in Twelfth Night. 
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DOROTHY P. JOHNSTON. 
“She was good as she was fair.” 
Bay Street School. Commercial course. 



KATHERINE M. KELIHER. “K.” 

“Accomplishments were native to her mind. 

“K” is a graduate of the Immaculate Con- 
ception School. She has been one of the 
leading lights in the college course, and to 
whatever school she may go, we are glad to 
send out such a representative of 1917. 

Member A. A. Cum laude. 

Football banquet committee. 
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ARTHUR R. KING. “Art”. 

‘‘Where ignorance is bliss, Tis folly to be 
wise.” 

From Bay Street came “Artv”, our class 
secretary. He has besprinkled his four years 
of commercial course with fame on the grid- 
iron. We shall always remember Arty for 
his burst of speed which saved the Brockton 
game. 

Class secretary. Member “T” Club. 

Class pin committee. Member A. A. 

Finance committee. Baseball 15. 16, 17. 
Football 15 16. 


CONSTANCE MORTON KINGMAN. 
“Connie.” 

‘‘Trust not too much to an enchanting face.” 

“Connie” is another of our Cohannet 
escapes. She has meandered through four 
years of college course studying sometimes, 
but more often conversing with her friends 
across the room. She will attend a social 
service school. 

“Maria” in Twelfth Night. Member A. A. 
Kappa Phi Delta. Cum laude. 


CHARLOTTE KNOWLES. 

“Here’s her health, and wishing they were 
all like her!” 

We find another worthy representative of 
the Leonard School in Charlotte who has 
invested her time well in the college course, 
but has not let slip any opportunities for fun. 
Football banquet committee. Member A. A. 
Vice president Kappa Phi Delta. Cum laude. 
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HAZEL RUTH LEE. 

“Laugh and be fat, sir.” 

1 he High ton Grammar School gives us this 
jolly little girl, Hazel. She has giggled her 
way through the college course and hopes to 
capture with her smiles a Simmons diploma. 

Usher Class Play. Kappa Phi Delta. 

Cum laude. 



KENNETH EARL LEONARD. 
“Kacky.” 

“You may relish him more in the soldier than 
in the scholar.” 

“Kacky”, drifting in from the Weir Gram- 
mar, has dabbled in the college course with a 
view to entering Boston University. He has 
kept things moving during his stay at T. H. S. 


Baseball 16, 17. 

“T” Club. 

Corporal T. UI. S. C. 15. 


Sergeant T. H. S. C. 16. 
Captain T. H. S. C., Co. A, 17. 
Junior Class Play. 

Member A. A. 



LESLIE C. LEONARD. “Les.” 

“A nice unparticular man.” 

“Les”, an East Taunton Grammar School 
graduate, has taken the commercial course 
and is bound for the Springfield Y. M. C. A. 
College. 
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ISADOR LEVI. 

“Why is this thus? What is the reason of 
this thusness?” 

Another convict who sneaked in with the 
gang from Bay Street School. He has lock- 
stepped through the Tech course and will 
escape with a magna. 

Class Play. Member A. A. 

Sergt. T. H. S. C. ’17. Asst, editor of Journal. 

Magna cum laude. 



EDWARD L ELAND LINCOLN. “Link.” 
“Demons in act, but gods at least in face.” 

From Cohannet came this cherubic young 
gentleman — “Link”. He has pursued his 
credits in the technical course and will en- 
deavor to escape to Brown with a T. H. S. 
diploma. 



Corporal T. H. S. C. 15. Sergeant T. H. S. C. 16. 

1st Sergeant T. H. S. C. 16. 2nd Lieut. Co. B 17. 

1st Lieut. Co. C 17. Member A. A. 

Class Baseball Team 15. 


LILLIAN RUTH LINCOLN. 

“Most musical, most melancholy.” 

Ruth has walked with imposing stateliness 
through the general course and intends to 
develop her talent in a musical career. 

Member A. A. 

Chairman Football Band Committee. 
Head usher at Class Play. 

Soloist at graduation. 

Magna cum laude. 
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WARREN EMERSON LINCOLN. “Gus." 
“A parlous boy”. 

Another from the South School is “Gus.” 
He has taken the general course more or less 
seriously and thinks he can induce Durfee 
Textile to let him in. 

Member A. A. 

Class Baseball Team T4, T5. 



ANNA LOUISE LOCKHART. “Baby.” 

“Begone, dull care!” 

Cohan net. After two years of the general 
course she changed to the commercial. In 
the fall she will train for a nurse at the Massa- 
chusetts General Hospital. 

Waitress at football banquet. 

Waitress at alumni banquet. 



MARION ELLSWORTH LOCKHART. 

“Maori." 

“A mistress of herself tho’ China fall.” 

Another from Cohannet is “Maon”. She 
has taken the commercial course while pass- 
ing four joyous years at T. H. S. Next year 
she will go to t he Massachusetts General Hos- 
pital to train for nursing. 

Waitress at alumni banquet. 

Waitress at football banquet. 
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FREDERICK JOSEPH LUCEY. 

“Sleucher.” 

“Oh rare the headpiece if but brains were 
there.” 

“Sleucher” came from the Weir, and with 
more or less studying he has managed to sur- 
vive the tribulations of the college course. 

His brilliant performances on the platform 
can hardly surpass those on the gridiron and 
the diamond. We extend our sincerest sym- 
pathy to Sleucher’s victims at Tufts’ Dental. 

Captain of Champions of Southern New England T6. 
Baseball 15, 16, 17. Football 14, 15, 16. 

Member “T” Club. Member A. A. 

CECIL LARDER MacCALLUM. 

“Mack.” 

“And of his port was meke as is a mayde.” 

“Mack” brought us his seraphic smile from 
the County Street School. He has faith- 
fully completed four years of work in the 
technical course. His pleasant manner and 
good mind will win him a place in Boston 
University. 

Sergeant T. H. S. C. 17. Corporal T. H. S. C. 16. 

1st Sergt. Co. B 17. Member A. A. 

M A R I ON M AC DON ALD. “ M ac. ” 

“When joy and duty clash, 

Let duty go to smash.” 

He! He! ha! ha! There’s “Mac” gig- 
gling again. Can’t help it. It’s natural. 

“Mac” is one of the few from the Leonard. 

School. Between dances she has managed 
to do enough studying to get an honor in the 
general course. Next year, she is going up. 
to Framingham to study Domestic Science. 

It’s hard to imagine “Mac” in a cap and 
apron. 

Waitress Football Banquet. Usher Class Play. 

Waitress Alumni Banquet 1915. Treasurer Kappa Phi Delta. 
Cum laude. Member A. A. 
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FRANCIS JOSEPH MAGEE. “Mack." 
"Doing nothing with a deal of skill.” 

After attending four grammar schools out 
of Taunton, and spending a short period of 
time at St. Mary’s High, "Mack” came to 
try a turn at T. H. S. He is now headed for 
M. I. 1 . We hope that the good people 
there won’t be paralyzed by his studiousness 
as shown by his various onslaughts upon the 
technical course. 

Corporal ’15. Battalion color sergt. T7. 

Class Play. Member A. A. 

Ticket committee Class Play. 



HELENA ELIZABETH MARSHALL. 
"Beth.” 

“ 1 he fair, the chaste, the unexpressive she.” 

"Beth” comes from Cohan net with the rest 
of the jolly crowd. She has taken the college 
and normal courses. Bridgewater Normal 
next year. 

Football banquet committee. 



LILLIAN LESLIE MARSHALL. 

"She looks as if butter wouldn’t melt in her 
mouth.” 

Cohannet. Lillian has labored with four 
years of college course and intends to enter a 
training school for nurses. 

Waitress at football banquet. 
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JOSEPH MARTIN. “Joe.” 

“I am Sir Oracle; 

When I ope my lips let no clog bark.” 

Bay Street gives us “Joe,” the renowned 
debater, the only '17 man to make the team 
this year. "Joe” has been a great help to 
his teachers during his four years in the tech- 
nical course. He graduates with deserved 
honors. He expects to study chemistry 
further. 

Member School Council ’16. Associate Editor of Journal. 

Debating Team T7. Class Play. 

Magna cum laude. 



I DELLA FRANCES MAUSS. “I.” 
“Her hair down-gushing in an armful flows.” 

Four years ago Idella presented a diploma 
from the Bay Street School. She has been 
an active participant in school life, and has 
added to the general hilarity of the commer- 
cial course. 

Basketball. Semi-chorus. 

Member A. A. 



EDWARD JAMES McMANUS. 

“Ed”, “Mack.” 

“He will discourse most excellent music. 

“Ed” escaped from the Weir Grammar 
bringing his little violin along with him. He 
has taken the commercial course but will 
probably study music after graduation. 
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BEATRICE LUCY MILLER. “Bea." 

‘‘It is a friendly heart that has plenty of 
friends." 

Bay Street contributes "Bea." She has 
taken the commercial course and is going to 
some business college next year. 

Semi-chorus. Cum laude. 



M ILDRED MINER. “M illy . " 

“A brighter smile you never saw." 

Cohannet. In the normal course she has 
been one of the shining lights as well as one 
of the foremost instructors in the class of 
"How to get a stiff neck". "Milly" intends 
to go to Bridgewater Normal. 

Basketball. Cum laude. 



LILLIAN GRACE MORSE. "Billy." 
"She is not yet so old but she may learn." 

We are indebted to County Street for 
"Billy". She was one of the stars of the 
class play and is one of the frivolous members 
of the normal course. Next year she is going 
to Bridgewater Normal. 

"Lady Olivia" in Class Play. 
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ELSIE RUTH NEWTON. “Al.” 

“A good heart is better than all the heads in 
the world.” 

“Al” is one of our Bay Street girls who has 
found the commercial course very attractive. 
She will endeavor to capture a parchment in 
June. 



C ATH ERINE VERON I C A O’CON N OR . 
“Cat.” 

“I never never knew so young a lady 
With so old a head!” 

East Taunton Grammar School. Normal 
course. She will go to Bridgewater Normal 
next year. 



MILDRED MARION OLNEY. 

“The mildest manners and the gentlest heart.” 

This serene young lady came from the 
Long Hill School, Rehoboth. After four 
years of study in the general course she will 
go to the Rhode Island Normal School. 
Cum laude. 
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Baseball ’14, 15. 
('apt. Baseball Team 
Football 14, 15, 16. 
Track 15, 16. 


KENDALL DEAN PARKER. “George.” 

“Logic is logic, that’s all I say.” 

“George” came from the Weir Grammar, 
and has gained his credits with honor in the 
technical course. He will enter a military 
school. 

Magna cum laude. 


RUTH PARKER. “Nuts.” 

“A sweet wild girl with eyes of earnest ray, 
and olive cheek, at each emotion glowing.” 
One of the Rehoboth delegates is “Nuts.” 
She has battled in more or less agony with 
the commercial course, but thinks she can 
stand four more years of toil at the Bryant 
& Stratton Business College. 

Usher at Class Play. Kappa Phi Delta. 


WILLIAM RAYMOND PEPLER. “Pep.” 

“My life is one demd horrid grind.” 

“Pep” escaped from the Webster Grammar 
School and for four years, when he has not 
been otherwise engaged, has been enduring 
the trials of the technical course. He has 
won laurels on the athletic field. 


Member “T” Club. 

16, 17. Member A. A. 

Room Representative A. A. 15. 
Executive Committee 15. 



u 





THE JOURNAL 


1917 


RUSSELL H. PHILLIPS. “Butt.” 

“A man after his own heart.” 

“Butt” is one of the few from Dighton. 
He has taken the commercial course, but is 
going to the B. C. A. S. next year. Butt is 
a quiet fellow well liked by everyone. 



HENRIETTA POLLARD. “Wee Wee.” 

“Contagious enthusiasm.” 

Henrietta is one of our few graduates of 
the Leonard School. She has taken the com- 
mercial course but has found time to engage 
in other aspects of school life. 

Basketball. Usher Class Play. 

Member A. A. 



RAYMOND LINCOLN PRESBREY. 

“Ray.” 

“My mind to me an empire is.” 

One of the few representatives of the Win- 
throp School is “Ray.” The technical course 
has demanded most of his attention, although 
he has found time to share in the whirls of 
social life and to edit the Journal. “Ray” 
will follow up his studies at M. I. T. 

Editor in Chief of Journal. 

Magna cum laude. 
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CLAYTON L. REYNOLDS. “Clayt.” 

“As proper a man as one may see in a sum- 
mer’s day.” 

“Clayt.” conies from the Weir Grammar. 
We predict a great future for Clayt. as a 
business man as he has successfully managed 
several school enterprises. 


Sergt. T. H. S. C., Co. A 16. First Sergt. T. H. S. C., Co. A 17. 

2nd Lieut. T. H. S. C., Co. A 17. 1st Lieut., Co. A. 

Manager Championship Team 16. Business Committee Class Play. 
Secretary and Treasurer of “T” Club. 




MARIE VELMA RIDEOUT. 
“Naught so sweet as melancholy.” 

Marie came to Taunton High from the 
Washburn Grammar School in Maine. She 
has studied faithfully in the college course 
and expects to enter Simmons College. 

Cum laude. 



LOUISE ROGERS. “Tilly.” 

“A soft, meek, patient, humble, tranquil 
spirit.” 

Louise is on the list of our Cohannet girls. 
She changed from the commercial to the nor- 
mal course and will enter Bridgewater Normal 
in the fall. Louise is our class artist. She 
designed the cover for t he class play programs. 
Usher Class Play. 
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CHARLES ROSE. 

‘'He freshly and cheerfully asked how a man 
should kill time.” 

Charles is another from Dighton. Com- 
mercial course. 



RANGOON TALBOT SELLERS. 
“Musical as is Apollo’s lute.” 

Another from Cohannet and one of^our 
most talented musicians. General course. 



ALICE EVELYN SIMMONS. “Al.” 

“Prithee! Why so mute?” 

East Taunton Grammar School. Com- 
mercial and general course. 
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BERTHA ELLEN SMITH. “Sneezer.” 
“A companion that is cheerful is worth gold.” 

Cohannet. She has completed the com- 
mercial course successfully and now looks for 
other worlds to conquer. 

Basketball 16. Cum laude. 



CHARLES KENNETH SMITH. “Doc.” 

“Physician, heal thyself.” 

“Doc”, one of our most prominent men, 
escaped from Cohannet. College course. 
He is going to Dennison College to study 
medicine. 'The center of every sensation, 
Doc has tried his hand at almost everything 
in school. 


Class Treasurer. 

Business Manager of Journal 17. 
Clown Class Play. 

Student Treasurer of Cadets 17. 
Corp Cadets 16. 


Sergt. Cadets 17. 
Debating 17. 

School Council 16. 

Cheer Leader 16, 17. 
Class Pin Committee 13. 



MARGARET P. SMITH. 

’Tis good to be merrie and wise.” 
Leonard Street School. Commercial course. 
Cum laude. 
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WARREN MAURICE SWIFT. “Speedy.” 
“Why may not this be the skull of a lawyer?” 

“Speedy” hails from Winthrop. He has 
vigorously attacked the college course for 
four years with a view to studying law at 
Boston University. Speedy is one of the Big 
Four. 



OLIVE LOUISE TYNDAL. 

“Is she not passing fair?” 

Bay Street gives us Louise, one of our 
songsters. She has taken the general course 
and expects to enter Wheaton next year. She 
is one of our most popular members. 

Four years in Semi-Chorus. 

Class Color Committee. 

Waitress Soph. Banquet. 

Member A. A. 



MILDRED FLORENCE VANCE. “Mil.” 

“Proper words in proper places.” 

From the Weir Grammar came “Millie.” 
She has worked very properly for four years 
in the commercial course. 

Basketball Team. 
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Baseball ’14, ’15, ’16, 
Football ’15, *16. 
Track T5. 

Manager of Baseball 


DORIS M. WHITE. “Dot.” 

“1 speak in a monstrous little voice.” 
Bay Street School. Commercial course. 


HARVARD LESLIE WILBUR. “Harv.” 
“It is tranquil people who accomplish much.” 

“Harv” is one of the quiet, helpful mem- 
bers of our class. He graduated from the 
Gilmore school in Raynham, and has taken 
the college course in preparation lor Boston 
University. 

Cum laude. 


HOWARD DEFOREST WILDE. “Smush.” 
“I am slow of study.” 

Weir School. No one who saw the 1915 
Brockton game will ever forget old “Smush.” 
He has taken the general course and intends 
to go “somewhere” next year. 


T7. Corporal T. H. S. C., Co. A T6. 

Sergeant T. H. S. C., Co. A 17. 
President of “T” Club. 

17. 1st Sergeant T. H. S. C., Co. C 17. 

Member A. A. 
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DOROTHY ESTELLE WITHERELL. 
"Dot.” 

“A sweet and virtuous soul.” 
Cohannet School. Commercial course. 
Quiet and retiring, she is liked by everyone. 


MARION DURFEE WOOD. 
"Woody”, "Mac.” 

"Sweet girl graduate in her golden hair.” 

"Mac” is another gay exile from Cohannet. 
She has indulged in the more or less serious 
pursuits of the commercial course. 

Usher Class Play. 

Secretary Kappa Phi Delta. 


BESSIE CORDINER YOUNG. "Bess.” 

"I am tipsy with laughing.” 

"Bess” is one of the graduates of Cohannet. 

She has taken a leading part in social activi- 
ties, in the Junior Class Play, and inciden- 
tally in the commercial course. She is going 
to the Massachu setts General Hospital Train- 
ing School. 

President Kappa Phi Delta. "Viola” in Twelfth Night. 

Class Play Committee. Basketball Committee. 

Class Pin Committee. Brockton Game Committee. 

Assistant Business Manager of Journal. Member A. A. 
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Allen, Estelle 

Dary, Alice 

Hathaway, William 

Alley, Otis 

Dawson, Alice 

Hayes, Alvah 

Anderson, Henry C. 

Dean, Anthony 

Hodges, Kathryn 

Anderson, Vivian 

Dean, Dorothy 

Horton, George 

Ashley, Charles 

Deane, Deris 

Howland, Gilbert 

Atkins, Constance 

Dearborn, Ruth 

Hubbard, Jennie 

Babbitt, Lawrence 

Dexter, Bernice 

Jackson, Leo 

Barlow, Roger 

Doherty, Harold 

Johnson, Lena 

Baxter, Margaret 

Dorigan, Archie 

Johnson, Mary 

Baylies, Frank 

Doyle, Annie 

Johnston, Dorothy 

Beaulieu, Oscar 

Driscoll, John Jr. 

Keliher, Katherine 

Belcher, Dorothy 

Egenton, Eileen 

King, Arthur 

Benton, Herbert 

Emery, Mary 

King, Martha 

Berglund, Alvina 

Flint, Charlotte 

Kingman, Constance 

Bertherman, Ketha 

Francis, Marjorie 

Knowles, Charlotte 

Boyd, Lillian 

Fraser, Lillian 

Kusterer, Margaret 

Bremner, Marion 

Freeman, Florence 

Lee, Hazel 

Briggs, Velzora 

French, Margaret 

Lemaire, Margaret 

Brimicombe, Joseph 

Gardner, Carlton 

Leonard, Alice 

Browne, Ethel 

Germond, Edith 

Leonard, Kenneth 

Buffum, Clarissa 

Gillespie, Ethel 

Leonard, Leslie 

Butler, Ruth 

Goldstein, Samuel 

Leonard, Mark 

Cavanaugh, Alma 

Goldstein, Samuel 2nd 

Leonard, Sylvia 

Champney, Emory 

Gordon, Carl 

Levi, Isador 

Chase, Kenneth 

Gormley, Alice 

Lincoln, Leland 

Childs, Dorothy 

Goward, Lew is 

Lincoln, Ruth 

Church, LeBaron 

Greene, Areita 

Lincoln, Warren 

Clapp, E. Louise 

Greenough, Malcolm 

Lockhart, Louise 

Cole, Bertha 

Grossman, Harry 

Lockhart, Marion 

Cole, George 

Gushee, Minnette 

Lucey, Fred 

Cook, Helen 

Hackett, Lillian 

MacCallum, Cecil 

Cope, Beatrix 

Hall, Helen 

MacDonald, Marion 

Copeland, Francis 

Hamilton, William 

MacNamara, Nellie 

Corey, Anna 

Hardy, Grace 

Macomber, Irene 

Cowin, Sadie 

Ilarnden, Ralph 

Marshall, Gladys 

Crapo, Lucile 

Harrington, Maydell 

Marshall, Helena 

Croacher, Edith 

Haskins, Marion 

Marshall, Lillian 

Crowley, Helen 

Haskins, Ruth 

Martin, Joseph 

Daley, Alice 

Hathaway, Doris 

Mauss, I del la 

Daley, Lillian 

Hathaway, Ellsworth 

McAvoy, Harold 
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McKenney, Bela 
McManus, Edward 
Miller, Beatrice 
Miner, Mildred 
Moon, Ethel 
Moore, Frances 
Moran, Clarence 
Morse, Adeline 
Morse, Lillian 
Mo wry, Eva 
Murray, James 
Nelson, Walter 
Newton, Elsie 
O’Connor, Catherine 
Oliver, Madeline 
Olney, Mildred 
Orsi, Peter 
Parker, Ruth 
Parker, Kendall 
Pembrum, Elizabeth 
Pepler, Raymond 
Phillips, Russell 
Pierce, Harold 


Pollard, Henrietta 
Presbrey, Raymond 
Rankin, Martha 
Rapkin, Samuel 
Rayment, Loraine 
Reagan, Edward 
Reed, Shirley 
Reynolds, Clayton 
Rice, Mona 
Rideout, Marie 
Rogers, Louise 
Rogers, Russell 
Hose, Charles 
Rose, Frederic 
Sacoder, Martin 
Sanborn, Lloyd 
Sanford, Ralph 
Sayles, Brooks 
Seekell, Benjamin 
Sellers, Langdon 
Shea, Vincent 
Sherman, Hazel 
Simmons, Alice 


Smith, Bertha 
Smith, Kenneth 
Smith, Margaret 
Spillane, Catherine 
Strange, Donald 
Streeter, Van Ransaler 
Studley, Clara 
Swift, Warren 
Swig, Hirsch 
Twiss, Aloie 
Tyndal, Louise 
Vance, Mildred 
Van Vranken, Earnest 
Walsh, Lillian 
White, Doris 
White, Joseph 
Wilbur, Harvard 
Wilde, Howard 
Wit her ell, Dorothy 
Wood, Marion 
Wood, Russell 
Young, Bessie 
Zucchi, Charles 
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CONSTANCF ATKINS 



HEN we members of the class of 1917 entered the Taunton High 
School in September, 1913, we were not so green and meek as the 
proverbial freshmen. We looked the sophomores straight in the eye 
and always — at least, almost always — entered the right rooms without 


the usual aimless wandering about the corridors and blundering into the wrong 


rooms. No one ever saw us gazing, bewildered, about the reception room and 
asking, “Please, can you tell me where the office is?” For had w r e not been 
introduced to the teachers and shown our recitation rooms in the preceding 
June? Yes, indeed, and our class has the distinction of having established a 
precedent (which is really a big thing for little freshmen to do). Our class 
established the custom of having the grammar school graduates visit the High 
School with their parents and find out to what room they were to be assigned 
and who would probably be their teachers. This custom has been appreciated 
by the freshmen, for in this way their first few days in September have been made 
much easier. 

Our class held its first meeting on December 17, 1913 and elected the fol- 
lowing class officers: president, Ralph Sanford; vice-president, Gilbert Howland; 
treasurer, Kenneth Smith; and secretary, Arthur King. At the next few meet- 
ings a class pin was chosen, bearing the class colors, maroon and gold. 

The following year when we returned in September, High School was as 
familiar to us as our homes. As sophomores w r e, of course, tried our best to 
make the freshmen feel their ignorance and insignificance. A new class presi- 
dent, LeBaron Church, was chosen at the beginning of the term. The sopho- 
more girls served the customary turkey dinner to the football heroes. We 
were very fortunate in having Mr. Paul Withington as our speaker, w'ho, besides 
being a famous football star, was “all the way from Honolulu.” We sophomores 
were clever and far-sighted enough to see that anything or anybody Hawaiian 
w r ould be extremely popular. The entire dinner was a complete success. 

The greatest event of the year 1915-16 was our presentation of Twelfth 
Night. It appeared June 26, 1916. with great success. The audience was de 
lighted with the humorous parts taken so well by Archie Dorrigan and Carlton 
Gardiner. Bessie Young, w r ho played Viola, appealed so strongly to the aud- 
ience that we expect some day to see her name shining on the “Great White 
Way.” Leo Jackson, also, deserves much praise for his splendid acting. Miss 
Dunn’s untiring efforts w-ere fully appreciated by the cast. 


CAST OF CHARACTERS 


Duke Orsino 
Valentine I 
Curio J . 


B. LeBaron Church 
. Isadore Levi 
Joseph Martin 
.Archie C. Dorrigan 


Sir Toby Belch 
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.Carlton W. Gardiner 
.Miss Alma Cavanagh 
. .Otis E. Alley 
. .Leo F. Jackson 
. .C. Kenneth Smith 
. Anthony P. Dean 
. .Francis J. Magee 
. Miss Bessie C. Young 
. .Miss Lillian G. Morse 
. .Miss Constance M. Kingman 
. Walter H. Nelson, Jr. 

{ Emory D. Champney 
Kenneth Leonard 
( Miss Constance Atkins 
! Miss Lillian Boyd 
[ Miss Jennie Hubbard 

When we returned in September as seniors, we were so lively that Room 1 
could not hold all of us. The end of the alphabet were accordingly assigned 
to Room 2, and Mr. Walker shared his troubles with Miss Stone. High School 
this year seemed strange without the freshmen since they have had to come in 
the afternoon. We see them only at noon when they congregate at the corner 
to w r atch with awe and respect the dignified and sober the extremely dignified 
and sober — upper classmen emerge from the building with the cares of the morn- 
ing not yet erased from their brows. 

There is an odd feature in the history of our class that is interesting to 
note. That is the styles. The styles in dress have changed more since we 
were freshmen than they have ever changed during any other four years. 1 his 
change is to be noticed particularly in the girls’ dresses. When the girls were 
freshmen, the skirts were very long — ankle length, in fact and so tight that it 
was painful to be late for school and to have to hurry. 1 lie word “inconvenience 
never bothered the conscience of Dame Fashion when she created the hobble 
skirt.” Now ankles are daringly shown beneath short, full skirts. Styles in 
combing the hair, too, were very different then from what they are now*. She 
who wore her hair lowest over her eyes and covered the greater part ot her cheeks 
had the stylish coiffure. Now, the tighter the hair is “skinned back, the more 
fashionable the girl. 

Another change in the manner of dressing is apparent in the graduation 
frocks. The old-fashioned girl used to begin to save her pennies for her grad- 
uation outfit w'hen she first entered High School. Frequently it cost the price 
of an automobile — a Ford, at least — and some families, no doubt, had to mort- 
gage their houses to pay for it as people do now-a-days to pay for their cars. 
Satin, laces and jewels were used, making the young girl look like a bride rather 
than a graduate from High School. Dresses have been simplified until they are 
now r unadorned, girlish frocks. 

Dame Fashion has not neglected the boys. The graduate of 1900 wore a 
low, spreading collar with a narrow flat tie. As boys were just as vain then as 


Sir Andrew Aguecheck 

Sebastian 

Antonio 

Malvolio 

Clown 

Fabian 

Sea Captain 

Viola 

Olivia 

Maria 

Officer 

Sailors 


Ladies-in-waiting 
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they are now, one would see a nervous youth nudge a companion and mutter 
anxiously, “Do my trousers touch the floor in back all right?” It seems ridicu- 
lous to us now that boys should ever wear trousers so long that they touched 
the ground at the heel. Men surely are “wearing ’em higher” now. Ours is 
the only class that has experienced so many changes in style. 

When the workmen began tearing down the old building, we seniors had to 
pack up and move into the annex and share our desks with the freshmen. 
We were glad, however, to endure the confusion and inconvenience for the 
sake of a new High School. We only regret that we shall not be cible to enjoy 
all the privileges that the splendid new building will offer to future high 
school students. 
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BESSIE YOUNG and MARGARET SMITH 


A FEEBLE spinster, broken with toil and sorrow and age, I was sitting 
alone in the gray twilight trying to decide whether to take a vacation 

i or enter a home for old ladies. Being something of a sport in my 

younger days, I decided to flip a coin. Heads — a vacation, tails — 
Old Ladies’ Home for “Old Bonnie Sweet Bessie”. With my heart in my mouth 
1 flipped the fateful coin. HORRORS! Fate decreed that I should forego 
the pleasure of peace and seclusion with a crowd of gay women in the “Old 
Ladies’ Home”, and w r ith my hard-earned money 1 should take a vacation. 
My head was in a dizzy whirl! I was to go out in the world and probably see 
many of “me f rinds”! 

The next morning I packed my carpet-bag, and with a light heart I started 
blithely forth to the dilapidated station of which Shackville, the wild Montana 
town, boasted. After a long wait for the express that passed through Shack- 
ville once a month, the tardy locomotive pulled into view with shrieking and 
vociferous sounds. 

Trembling with excitement, I boarded the train and prepared for a tedious 
journey. I first made sure that my carpet-bag was anchored safely, for in it 
(I must whisper it) was my one standby, — a bottle of Dr. C. K. Smith's com- 
pound for keeping gums healthy in your old age, when all your words are gum 
drops. Noble Dr. Smith, say I. 

Sometime the next afternoon the train stopped for a four hours’ wait at the 
bustling hamlet of Skeedunk. This stop was fortunate for me as I encountered 
an old schoolmate of mine, Margaret Smith, who decided to travel with me. 
We set out together to do the town. We had gone but a short distance when a 
gorgeous poster caught our eyes; 

STEP IN AND SEE THE EIGHTH WONDER OF THE WORLD 
MISS ARIETA GREEN, the talented soprano 
The only one in the country who can 
sing as high as X without warbling 
Nay, nay Arieta, thy charms are not for such as we 
ALSO THE FAMOUS FOX-TROTTERS WITH WORLD-WIDE FAME 

MISS RUTH LINCOLN 

and 

MR. CARLETON GARDNER 

We resumed our station-ward journey and before long we were on our way, 
every revolution of the wheels bringing us nearer the East. Arriving at Chicago, 
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we were surprised, upon looking around, to behold Emery Champney in a 
soldier’s uniform with a bean-shooter on his shoulder. Upon being questioned 
he informed us that he was on his way to Mexico to join Villa’s army which was 
under the generalship of LeBaron Church, who was commanding an army to 
wipe out the insurgents under the leadership of “Kacky” Leonard and “Link” 
Lincoln. 1 can close my eyes now and hear General Church call out in his 
sternest military tones, “Sit down! Charge!!” 

Feeling the pangs of hunger, we went into the hotel across the street. The 
diners were being entertained with a cabaret show by the sprightly dancers, 
Estelle Allen and Mildred Olney, who under the name of the “DIMPLE SIS- 
TERS” were dancing their way to fame. After a light repast, we wandered 
slowly back to the station to take the train for Boston. Nothing really happened 
until we reached Boston. As we were crossing the street, we stepped in front 
of a jitney and, although the jitney nearly keeled over on its broadside and was 
more damaged than we, we received a severe shock. The driver, Isadore Levy, 
was summoned before the tribunal the next morning and was fined one dollar. He 
made a bargain, however, with Judge Sammy Goldstein to reduce the fine to 
ninety-eight cents. 

Along with several others, Anthony Dean was fined for stealing hens from 
the maiden ladies, Ruth and Marian Haskins. The evidence was furnished by 
Otis Alley who had just been serenading with his banjo. Francis Magee was 
also fined for shooting clay pigeons. 

We left the crowded court room after these proceedings just in time to see 
“Eddie” MacManus heave in sight with the following placard attached to the 
top of the pole which he carried: 

Si k Marian MacDonald 
FEATURING AT THE CASINOTORIUM 

IN 

“THE DEADLY FLIRT” 

ALSO 

Charlie Chaplin Rose 
in 

“THE STRIKEN FLUTE PLAYER OF THE ALHAMBRA” 

About that time we began to feel homesick for our home town, and with 
this end in view we boarded a train for Taunton. On our way from the Taunton 
station we decided to walk slowly and take in the sights. The people all seemed 
to be headed one way, so we followed them. We found that everybody was 
turning in at Wilbur’s Theater. Entering the huge golden doors, we seated 
ourselves and awaited the vaudeville. The entertainment was certainly super- 
malagorgeous . Lillian Morse, the talented actress, recited “The Face on the 
Barroom Floor”. Velzora Briggs and Bernice Dexter, under the name of “The 
Tubby Sisters”, were exhibited as the only living skeletons in captivity. 

The next act featured Leo Jackson and Frank Baylies in the playlet, “We’re 
not as foolish as you think.” Said Jerry to Leo, “I saw you coming out of a 
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Rathskeller to-day”. “Well,” said Leo, “I had to come out some time”. Just 
then Paderoostick Sellers, who played the piano, ducked just in time to escape 
miscellaneous groceries thrown from the bald-headed row by Billy Hathaway 
and “Levvy” Goward. 

After leaving the theatre, we walked up Cohannet Street to the Haysey Inn, 
run by Alvah Hayes. Alvah had the following rules posted : 

SAFETY FIRST 

(1) If you find no bells in the room, ring a towel. 

‘ (2) Should there be no water in the pitchers, you will find a spring in the bed. 

(3) In case of fire, the fire-escape will be found five miles distant. 

Crossing the street to the high-brow Auditorium, we purchased tickets 
from Mildred Miner. About this time we were not surprised to see Lawrence 
Babbitt who, as ever, was hovering near. Our tickets admitted us to 'Sky 
Parlor” to which we w'ere ushered by Sadie Cowin. The antics of the dainty 
and graceful toe-dancers, Kathryn Hodges and Idella Mauss, were certainly a 
treat until Idella stubbed her toe and sat down. We could endure no more. 

As we went out of the Auditorium, Mildred asked us if we had seen the 
new’ high school. She said that to meet our old classmates, that was the 
place to go. Acting on her advice, we made for Washington Street. We were 
greeted by Principal Katherine Keliher who took us over the building. During 
our tour we met two of our old friends w ho were on the able faculty, — Charlotte 
Knowles and Alice Simmons. Miss Keliher told us that R. Horton, Zeke Leon- 
ard, and R. Wood, our well-known football stars, were touring the world at the 
head of the “LITTLE PILL LEAGUE”. 

That evening, picking up a newspaper, I saw' the following announcement : 
Officers of the Ladies’ Sewing Circle elected for the coming year: 

Pres. Fred Lucey 
Vice Pres. Ray Pepler 
Sec. Arthur King 
Treas. Howard Wilde 

On our evening stroll, we came across an interesting sign which read: 
DEW-DROP INN TEA ROOM. 

Proprietors, 

Marion and Louise Lockhart. 

We decided to investigate and walked in. “Connie” Kingman and Alma Cavan- 
augh, arrayed in black dresses and white caps and aprons that had seen better 
days, made a grand dive for us. “Connie” reaching us first, nearly knocked us 
down. Then she endeavored to serve us with tea, but it was so weak it had to 
be served with crutches. On the menu I saw the following: 

Hazel Lee’s famous potato salad, made from Dighton’s best. 

Ruth Parker’s renowned shrimp wriggle, which wriggled so much that it 
couldn’t be seen, and was served with Joe Martin’s microscope. 

Just as we left the Inn, a patrol wagon went tearing by. Dropping our 
carpet bags, w'e hurried after it. A short distance up the street two peddlers 
were enjoying a free-for-all fight. Upon close inspection the peddlers proved to 
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be Clayton Reynolds and Warren Swift. Clayton claimed that Warren had 
stolen three cents from him. The officer who settled the dispute was Tommy 
Murray, the white hope of the Taunton Police Force. 

The excitement over, we went back over our course to get our carpet bags, 
but they were nowhere to be found. Hearing angry talking, we rounded 
the corner, and whom should we discover but Dorothy Dean and Raymond Pres- 
brey who were trying to decide who should keep the bag. We gently removed 
the obstacle after a few r explanations and proceeded on our way. 

Passing a railway station, we espied Gilbert Howland tending the crossing. 
Io beguile the time, Gilbert was darning stockings. 

Farther down the street we passed Louise Clapp and Louise Tvndal who 
informed us that they were on their way to the weekly meeting of the “Old 
Maids’ Buzz Society,” the president of which was Catherine O’Connor. 

At a fork in the streets stood the “Old Ladies’ Home”, an old colonial house 
with green blinds and massive white pillars. Imagine our surprise when we 
found on the piazza our old friends, Mildred Vance and Marian Wood, two 
dear white-haired motherly ladies peacefully knitting. After the excitement 
and dissipation which we had undergone during the last few days, the tempta- 
tion of quiet and solitude was very great, and with only slight misgivings we 
decided to spend our last days here. 
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We, the class of 17, realizing that we must soon depart from this sphere, 
hereby revoke all previous wills and codicils, and declared by our faculty to be 
in a fairly healthy state of mind, proclaim this to be the final disposition of our 
estates and properties. 

To the fortunate ones behind, we leave the site of the old main building 
and the noises incident to the construction of the new school. 

To the class of 18, our worthy (?) successors, we bequeath our senior privi- 
leges — but don’t abuse them! 

To the classes of 19 and ’20, realizing that they need room for their 
countless texts, we will fifteen-sixteenths of the desks we formerly occupied. 


INDIVIDUAL BEQUESTS 
Harvard Wilbur; — The volume I occupy to H. White 18. 

Leland Lincoln-— My brilliancy as an all-round scholar to any bright young 
student who thinks he will have use for it. 

Warren Lincoln;— To Goff 18, my peppery conversations with the faculty. 
Raymond Pepler;— To “Stew” Mader 19, my knowledge of mathematics. 

My unsurpassable recitations in German to Charlie bree- 
man 19. 

My athletic ability to “Mit” Drum 19. 

Harold Doherty;— My knowledge of German and ability to learn Orman poems 
to Murdock 18. 

Louise Tyndal; — My gift of gab to Dot Birtwell 18, and all of my old music to 
Ruth Gammons 19. 

Constance Kingman;— My knowledge of the newly patented ink bottle in Room 
15, and my habit of borrowing fountain-pens to any 
Junior “inkily” inclined. 

Alma Cavanaugh; — My overgrown bangs to Alice Gregg 19. 

Leslie Leonard;— My “Tragedy of Macbeth” to some bloody Junior; any of my 
wasted energies to W. Rogers 18. 

Ruth Lincoln;— My dignity and queenly bearing to Norma Cady, provided 
that she gives up flirting and ragging for one year. 

I. Levi ; — My unstudied “Andromaque” to M. Klein 18. 

My scholarly attitude in French class to Malcolm Sheppard, 18. 

My front seats to anyone that deserves such an honor. 
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Marie Rideout ; — My privilege of arriving ten minutes late every morning to 
any one who finds it hard w r ork to get up in time to catch 
an earlier train. 

C. Knowles; — My usual place on the umbrella rack to Helen Hubbard, ’19. 

B. Le Baron Church; — To Dickerman T8, my “office” in Mr. Walker’s room. 

To Goff 18, my well-worn (?) copy of Virgil. 

Alley , Champney , and Dean; — The lunch counter to any three who would like to 

eat the whole recess period and part of the fifth. 
Alley; — My skill and strength in dishing out ice cream t:o the next wielder of 
the spoon. 

Kenneth Leonard; — My flashy ties to G. Perra 18. 

My unfailing cow-fidence to all nerveless Juniors. 

My recently acquired baseball uniform to Mr. Hunt, our 
faculty coach. 

Areita Green; — My melodious outpourings of harmonious discord to anyone 
with strong enough will power to endure the atmosphere of an 
agonized audience. 

My giggling propensity to Norma Cady 18. 

Carleton Gardner; — My beautiful little misplaced eyebrow to some freshman 
w'ho is an idol of the girls. 

Bessie Young ; — To Edith Culver 18, my bangs that are just dying to curl. 

My heart-rending smile to Muriel Baker, 18. 

Maydell Harrington; — My affection for our dear boys to Dorothy Flynn. 

I della Mauss; — To Bessie Miller 18, any sour pickles which might be concealed 
by Mrs. Robinson in the lunch room. 

Doris White; — To Ruth Weldon, my ability to dodge the dust and janitors. 

E. McManus ; — My hook No.. 13 in the annex to Wm. McCarthy 18. 

Marion Lockhart; — My extra sticks of Juicy Fruit to the fortunate person who 
can make use of them without being caught. 

Thomas Murray; — My skill in tickling the typewriters to Wm. Rogers 18. 
Marjorie Francis; — My two-inch square corner in the one looking glass in the 
dressing room to Muriel Baker 18. 

Louise Rogers; — My ability to reach school on time, after losing the Norton boat, 
to Romona Dean 18. 

Beatrice Miller; — The candy that I did not have time to eat at recess to Dot 
Brindle ’20. 

Anthony Dean; — My sophistication and city airs and graces to Leslie Goff 18. 

My special privilege of leaving T. H. S. books on the train to 
Randall ’20. 

Raymond Preshrey; — My attendant atmosphere of gasoline to Stewart Tinkham. 
Catherine Hodges; — My favorite seat in front of Mr. Walker’s desk to Miriam. 
Crannage 19. 

Catherine O' Connor — My place as first one in the lunch room at recess to Marion 
King 18; to Ethel Burke 18 my senior dignity. 
Marion Bremner; — My spare time at recess to Doris Shaw 19. 



52 


THE JOURNAL 


1917 


Hazel Lee; — My daily “ricle” on the old Fall River line to M. Place, ’18. 
Lillian Boyd;— To Florence Tracy ’20, my tendency to arrive so early every 
morning. 

Mildred Vance; — My spare inches of height and my loquaciousness to Charlotte 
Story. 

Thomas Costello;— To Leonard Tolman T8, my petrifying outbursts of laughter. 
Kendall Parker; — My Piccadilly collar and red bow tie to a Fifth Avenue haber- 
dasher. 

Fred Lncey; — To Frasier, my ability to catch flies. 

Alice Simmons;— To Catherine Crowell T8, my misfortune in forgetting the 
holes in my coat pockets where all my Sunday afternoon 
chocolates disappear. 

Warren Swift; — My knowledge of Latin to Emma Swift ’20. 

Mildred Olney; — The corner of my brain that was so brilliant in geometry to 
any one who wishes to show off a portion of his sinning dome. 
Leo Jackson ; — My habit of standing on the floor in Mr. Walkers room to 
Busiere T9. 

Gilbert Howland; — My position as financial backer of “wild, cat’ companies 
organized for buying “dogs” to Oxnard 18. 

Marion Wood ; — Something to everybody. 
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FOOTBALL TEAM 

DEVLIN. LEONARD. D1CKERMAN, CHURCH, BRABROOK, BUSIERE, BENNETT, DONNELLY. 
BOYD. JOHNSON, SANFORD. LUCEY, Capt. KING. HAYES. BAYLIES. HUNT, Coach 

ROBERTSON, Ass t Mc;r. REYNOLDS, Mgr. JACKSON, FREEMAN. MADER. O’NEIL, LYONS, KELIHER. 





FOOTBALX 


All hail the greatest football team that has ever represented Taunton High 
School! The team of 1916 accomplished that which all teams strive for— a 
season without a defeat. When we recall the size of the team, probably the 
lightest that has represented the school in many years, the season is all the 
more remarkable. With a light eleven there is only one way to win games, and 
that is by team work. This year’s team worked together as a unit. There were no 
individual stars. Without doubt, however, the strength of the team rested in 
the backfield, which developed into a wonderful scoring machine. 

Three very important games were played during the season. The first of 
this series was with Fall River Technical High. Defeat meant the loss of the 
Southeastern Massachusetts championship. But Taunton came through 
with flying colors, winning by a large score. The second game ot importance 
was with the East Greenwich Academy team. In this game, the Taunton 
eleven made a wonderful showing against their more experienced opponents, 
whom they defeated by a 14-0 score, incidentally carrying away the champion- 
ship of Southern New England. The third, and of course most important game 
of the year, was held, as usual, on Thanksgiving Day with Brockton High. At 
the Brockton fair grounds, before one of the largest crowds that ever witnessed 
a football game in this section, Brockton went down to defeat with but a few 
seconds left to play. A forward pass from Pepler to King proved to be Brockton’s 
undoing. This play came as a fitting climax to Taunton’s wonderful season. 
No little credit is due Coach Hunt and Captain Lucey for the team s success. 
As captain of this team, “Sleucher” has triumphs of which to be justly proud. 

GAMES WON— 10 

20-0 
55-0 

19- 13 

20 - 0 
26-0 


\ 


Fair haven 

20-12 

Fall River Technical 

37-6 

East Greenwich Academy 

14-0 

Middleboro 

9-0 

Brockton 

13-12 

Points 

233-43 


New Bedford Textile 
Middleboro 

St. George Preparatory 
Durfee High 
Durfee High 


X 



WIT.DE, Mgr. OXNARD, FRASIER, HORTON, HUNT. Coach, 

HATHAWAY. DRUMM, FREEMAN, PEPLER, Capt. HAYES. LYONS, KING. 
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BASEBALL. 

The prospects for this season’s baseball team are exceedingly bright. The 
team will be exactly the same as that of last year because of the fact that the 
majority of the players were Juniors in 1916. By the addition of New Bedford 
High, the Bristol County league has been increased this year to five clubs, and 
Taunton is cherishing high hopes of winning the championship. The schedule 
is one of the best and hardest in many years. A number of new teams from 
Rhode Island are on the list. Now with a fine schedule and a fine team, all 
that is needed is the support of the school. 

THE SCHEDULE. 

Saturday, April 14 At Woonsocket High. Cancelled 

Wednesday, “ 18 Moses Brown at Providence. Cancelled 

Saturday, “ 21 Open at home 

Wednesday, “ 25 At Middleboro High. 9-3 

Saturday, “ 28 New Bedford Textile at Taunton. 7-6 

Wednesday, May 2 Powder Point at Duxbury. 14-0 

Saturday, “ 5 At New Bedford High* 9-10 

Wednesday, “ 9 Middleboro High at Taunton. 5-0. 5 innings 

Saturday, “ 12 Durfee High at Taunton* 16-1 

Wednesday, “ 16 Bridgewater High at Taunton. 17-2 

Saturday, “ 19 At North Attleboro High* 30-1 

Monday, “ 21 Morris Heights at Taunton. 5-11 

Saturday, “ 26 Attleboro High at Taunton* 19-1 

Tuesday, “ 29 No. Attleboro High at Taunton* 

Saturday, June 2 Brockton High at Taunton 

Thursday, “ 7 E. Providence High at Taunton 

Saturday, “ 9 At Attleboro High* 

Thursday, “ 14 At Brockton High 

Saturday, “ 16 Durfee High at Fall River* 

Wednesday, “ 20 Open at home 

Saturday, “ 23 New Bedford High at Taunton* 

*League Game. 





1st Lieut. LINCOLN, Capt. LEONARD. Capt. I1AYES, Capt. CHAMPNEY, 1st Lieut. REYNOLDS 

Adj. BABBITT Major CHURCH 1st Lieut. ALLEY 
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i^i -> f HK past year has seen many changes in the cadet battalion. First, 
owing to the two session plan, the recruits had to be drilled in the 
R§| Wi morning. This has meant drilling alone under Major Danforth 
with little or no assistance from the older cadets. They have, 
nevertheless, made excellent progress. 

The second change came in the method of selecting the officers. In the 
past all the officers have been appointed by the drill-master. This year it was 
decided that the officers of the companies should be appointed, but that the 
major of the battalion should be chosen by a competitive drill later in the year. 

The following officers were appointed: Captains Kenneth E. Leonard, Co. A, 
LeBaron Church, Co. B; First Lieutenants Alvah G. Hayes, Co. A, Emory D. 
Champney, Co. B; Second Lieutenants Lawrence Babbitt, Co. A, Otis E. Alley, 
Co. B. On April 20 the drill for the Officer’s Trophy, which decided the major 
ship, was held. It was won by Company B. This drill was the first which the 
cadets held in the State Armory and was very successful. 

Another necessary change came about in the uniform. 1 he new govern- 
ment regulations prohibited the wearing, by any organization excepting the 
National Guard, of the insignia of office used by the Lnited States Army. We 
accordingly adopted the West Point style of chevron. A chevron of five stripes 
is worn by the major, one of four stripes by the captains, and one of three stripes 
by the lieutenants. The major also wears a gold oak leaf in the collar, the 
captains two silver bars, and the first lieutenant one bar. 

Owing to the fact that the recruits were not far enough advanced to war- 
rant a p>rize drill in December, a social was held instead. The first p^rize drill 
which was held in the new State Armory was on a much larger scale than former 
drills, and was very successful. The first prize went to Corporal Klein, Co. B; 
the second to Private Willis, Co. B; the third to Private Patten, Co. B; and the 
officer’s trophy to Captain Church, Co. B. This year, for the first time, field 
work and extended order were taken up. The boys showed great interest in 
this as it offered a change from the regular close order drill. 

In spite of a rather unprecedented year, the work of the cadets has been 
fully up to the high standard which the Taunton High School Cadets have 
always maintained. 




LEONARD DEAN 

MARTIN CHAMPNEY JACKSON C. ATKINS CHURCH NELSON LEVI 

J. HUBBARD A. CAVANAUGH L. MORSE B. YOUNG L. BOYD ALLEY 

MAGEE SMITH C. KINGMAN 
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Resolved: That all cities in New England with a population of over 
100,000 should adopt the Commission-Manager form of government. This 
was the question that occupied the minds of the Taunton High School debating 
team during the months of December and January, for the high school was one 
of a league of ten preparatory and high schools in Massachusetts and Rhode 
Island. As a result of the trial debates, Joseph Casella, Joseph Martin, and 
Morris Klein were chosen for the first team, and Ralph Hamden, Leslie GotT. 
and Kenneth Smith for the second. They were ably coached by Mr. Hugh 
Hescock, who had coached winning teams in Maine. For its first debate Taunton 
High met New Bedford High in Taunton. At the same time the other schools 
debated in pairs so that in one night five teams passed on in defeat. Although 
Taunton lost, it was somewhat consoled by the fact that the New Bedford 
team had debated before, while Taunton was new at the business. Since most 
of the men are juniors, they are determined next year to show other schools 
what Taunton High School men can do. There is great hope that a new de- 
bating cup will be added to the many trophies already held by Taunton High 
School. 


SCHOOL ORCHESTRA 


The School Orchestra, which was organized last year, is another innovation. 
For a long time there had been telt the need of a school organization to play at 
school games or at occasions where the school might well be represented by 
music. At present eighteen members of the orchestra are under the able direc- 
tion of Mr. Ben vie. The talent is well above the average, and doubtless the 
orchestra will henceforth occupy a well merited place in school activities. 
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LINES TO THE TAUNTON HIGH 

By HARRY GROSSMAN 

Sadly we sing our last farewell, 

Gladly we linger her wonders to tell, 

Sing of her glories, praise her fair name, 

Chant of the victories that proudly we claim; 
Hark! from afar a solemn voice 
Saddens our hearts while it bids us rejoice: 
“Students of Taunton, though now you depart, 
Cherish forever my name in your heart.” 

Time halts his flight while we recall, 

Years wisely spent in thy studious hall, 

Freely we pledge thee, Fountain of Truth, 

All of our service, our hour, our youth. 

Thou who hast giv’n us strength for Right, 
Thou who hast shown us a gleam of the Light, 
Now on the threshold we look back and say, 
We’ll remain loyal forever and aye. 
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FRED U. WARD 


F. ARTHUR WALKER 


PEARL B. GRANT 


HELEN G. GILMAN 



FLORENCE H. STONE 
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FRANCES R. FOSTER 


RAYMOND P. WALKER 



AUGUSTA E. STEWART 



FRED A. HUNT 



MAY H. BAKER 





ELSIE A. SALTHOUSE 




ROSE G. DUNN 
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RUTH CRANKSHAW 



LAWRENCE W. WILBUR 



MAYDELL MURPHY 



GLADYS M. WILBUR 
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J. FRANCIS DEE 



JOSEPH M. SULLIVAN 
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FRANK W. BENVIE 


FREDERICK HOWES 


NORRIS O. DAN FORTH 


EDITH M. WILLIAMS 


66 



m 



<i>h^ Jftamlty Cist 

Fred U. Ward Bowdoin College 1910 
Principal 

F. Arthur Walker University of Michigan 1884 
Mathematics 

Charles A. Hathaway Tufts 1893 
Science 

Florence H. Stone Wellesley 1899 
Pearl B. Grant Brown University 1901 
History, French 

Helen G. Gilman Boston University 1907 
French, English 

Frederic T. Farnsworth Tufts 1909 
German, French 

A. Belle Young Elmira Business College 1911 
Stenography 

Frances R. Foster Mt. Holyoke College 1911 
Latin 

Augusta E. Stewart B. C. Business College 1912 
Commercial 

Fred A. Hunt. Colby 1913 
Commercial, Mathematics 
Rose G. Dunn Smith College 1913 
English 

Raymond P. Walker Mass. Agricultural College 1914 
Science 

May H. Baker Radcliffe 1914 
Latin 

Elsie A. Salthouse. Wellesley 1915 
French 

Florence M. Hunt Bates College 1915 
Mathematics 

Ruth Crankshaw Mt. Holyoke College 1915 
English History 

Lawrence W. Wilbur Salem Normal 1915 
Commercial 

Eunice H. Homer Framingham Normal 1915 
Domestic Science 

Maydell Murphy Wellesley 1916 
English 

Gladys M. Wilbur Tufts 1916 
Mathematics 

Hugh M. Hescock Bowdoin 1916 
History 

Joseph M. Sullivan Dorchester High 1916 
Commercial 

Frank W. Benvie Bates College 1916 
Science 


j&pwtal Jttatntrtos 

Norris O. Danforth Cadets 
Frederick Howes Music 
Edith M. Williams Drawing 
J. Francis Dee Manual Training 
All except Principal, in order of appointment 









lest Haiti plans 

By CHARLOTTE H. FLINT 

“Not on your life, farewell! 

Don’t shut my sister up 

In a horrid dungeon cell,” 

sang Bobby Burton as he calmly drew blue cats on the front page of Stories 
from the Bible. His twin sister Betty sat on the floor opposite, cutting out 
paper dolls from the latest number of the Ladies 1 Home Journal. The twins 
were taking glorious advantage ol their unusual freedom, for wasn’t their mother 
giving a big reception that very afternoon, and wasn’t their nurse-maid busy 
every minute with the necessary preparations? 

“You didn’t sing that right,’’ said Betty positively. “There is nothing 
about a sister in it.’’ 

“I don’t care. Let’s go see what they’re doing downstairs.” As he spoke, 
Bobby put a long flourish on the last cat’s tail, tossed the book aside, and started 
out of the room, calling back, “The last one down is a big-eared toad, and I’m 
going to slide the banister.” 

Downstairs in the reception room, Mrs. Burton was giving directions to 
three maids and a professional decorator. The silken, rose-colored hangings 
and the lace draperies hung faultlessly, and the highly polished floor almost 
reflected the images of the busy maids .They were re-setting the heavy, mahog- 
any furniture richly upholstered with tapestry, were dusting and straightening 
the fine paintings and engravings hanging proudly in their heavy gilt frames, 
and carefully gathering up the leaves and petals scattered over the beautiful 
Persian rug. The cold marble mantle, under the skilful hand of the decorator, 
had blossomed into roses. Mrs. Burton herself was in the midst of a lengthy 
conference with the caterer when the twins entered on hands and knees. “Ugh! 
ugh! we’re Ulysses’s men that Circe turned to swine, Mother. Ugh! ugh!” ex- 
plained Bobby. 

“We’re hungry,” said Betty. “Hasn’t the ice cream come yet?” 

“No, it hasn’t, and you couldn’t have any before lunch, anyway. Run 
away now, and be good children. Mother is very busy.” Mrs. Burton spoke 
somewhat crossly. She was tired, and things were going none too smoothly. 

1 hey left the room to return, not more than five minutes later, in search of 
the cat, Scylla. Their intention was to dress him in doll’s clothes, but on the 
way through the living-room they came across a box of newly arrived flowers 
and decided to make wreaths instead, lucky pussy being nowhere in sight. Betty 
selected three of the most beautiful American Beauty roses and tried to twine 
them to fit her head, but the stems were too long and too obstinate, and she 
pricked her fingers. Bobby came to the rescue with a pair of embroidery scis- 
sors that lay on the center table and began cutting off the thorns and ends of the 
stems. I he amusement proved so interesting that he cut all the stems into 
short pieces and pulled the roses apart. When the three roses were completely 
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demolished, Betty, who had been calmly watching the procedure, brought the 
box, set it on the floor between them, and proposed that they pull all of the 
flowers to pieces and bury themselves under the debris. They were scattering 
the remains of the fifth rose when their mother entered. 

“Robert Hughes Burton, what are you doing? Those are my best em- 
broidery scissors, and those roses cost six dollars a dozen!" 

“We’re babes in the woods, and the little robins are burying us,” explained 
Betty sweetly. 

“Elizabeth, what will you think of next? You children put on your things 
and play out of doors. I don’t want to see or hear you again until lunch time.” 

The twins recognized the note of anger in their mother’s voice and meekly 
obeyed her commands. 

“Horrid old reception,” said Elizabeth as she was putting on her hat and 
coat; I’d like to spoil it.” 

The twins were unusually quiet during the rest of the morning and when 
lunch time came, were found “slinging mud in the back yard. We were 
hunting for spiders so that we could play Robert Bruce,” explained Bobby as 
the nurse-maid dragged him reluctantly toward the house. 

“And we found a lovely puddle,” interrupted Betty. “And we started 
to make mud pies and 

“And we had a mud fight,” said Bobby. “You spoiled it, you mean old 
thing! I don’t want any lunch! I want to fight!” 

“I want to throw mud,” cried Betty jumping up and down. 

“I want to fight, I want to fight,” wailed Bobby. 

“Children, come into the house this instant,” called their mother. “Lunch- 
eon has been waiting ten minutes already.” 

But Betty and Bobby were in no condition for luncheon. Their shoes 
were plastered with mud, their hands dripping with dirt, and their clothes spotted 
and streaked. 

As soon as the twins were again presentable, the delayed luncheon was 
served, and all went well with the exception of Bobby’s upsetting his glass of 
milk and Betty’s be-gravying her clean pinafore. Luncheon being over, the 
twins were banished to the nursery for their afternoon nap, and their mother 
breathed a sigh of relief, for by the time they were awake again their nurse 
would be free to look after them. 

After attending to a few last things, Mrs. Burton in a cheerful frame of 
mind went upstairs to dress, only to find that tw'O of her bureau drawers had 
been overhauled. The children again! What could they have been up to! 
Ribbons, veils, gloves, hankerchiefs lay scattered all over the floor of her other- 
wise immaculate room. The weary mother wisely preferred to postpone the 
necessary scene with the twins, however, rather than call for an explanation 
now and add to their already too numerous waking moments of this troublous 
day. At once she busily set about dressing for her party. 

The time set for the reception came. Mrs. Burton, beautifully gowned 
in blue velvet and holding a graceful bouquet of white orchids, stood by the 
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antique table ready to receive her guests. While she waited, she gave last and 
hurried orders to one of the black gowned, white capped, competent looking 
maids. Suddenly a clock in the adjoining room chimed the hour. Mrs. Burton 
started, for it was long past the time for her guests to come, and not a single 
person had appeared. Nervously she shifted the bouquet to her other arm and 
waited. No guests arrived. Finally she sent one of the maids to investigate. 
From the front window she saw two cars drive up to the gate, the occupants 
start to get out, glance towards the house, look surprised, get in again, and drive 
away. A third car stopped and the same queer thing happened. Then the 
maid and Mrs. Burton stepped out on the porch. The mother gave a gasp, 
turned pale, grew angry, and then laughed. From the side of the front door 
hung a long black streamer! On close inspection it proved to be none other 
than an automobile veil! Now the reason for the ransacking of the bureau 
drawers was all too apparent. 
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A new high school building, 

We must have 

And long have needed, 

But to obtain it 

We must suffer every inconvenience. 

The typewriters and gas stoves 
In confusion on the third floor stand; 
Book-cases line the corridors; 

And plaster casts of feet and apples 
Deck the German room. 

The office is an alcove boarded up. 

The morning pupils have to share 
Their desks with freshmen; 

Their recess is cut in halves. 

Recitations are oft interrupted 
By the noise of showers of slate, 

Bricks, beams, and timber. 

The thunder of the falling chimneys 
Startles us. 

Oh! it will have to last a whole year more. 
But we must have 
A new high school building! 


HYMNUS 

Praepetes pennae in temporis via 
Adulescentia nos duxerunt, 

Impubescentes ad maturitatem 
Ad eas oras nos tulerunt. 

Saepe aequoribus calamitatis, 

Diffkulter emersimus, 

Tamen virtute et magno labore 
Cum fortitudine exivimus. 

Pater in caelo, semper nobis doce 
Veritatis et lucis viam; 

Adsis perculis ut nos ducatis, 

Et habeamus favorem tuam! 

J. E. H. 17 
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• M. AREITA GREENE, ’17 

“This last escapade ends everything. I refuse any longer to own a son who 
barely gets out of one scrape before getting into another. 

“But father,” interposed the young man” — 

“I repeat, I am through with you. I will give you a thousand dollars and 
that will start you off. I want to hear no more from you.” 

“You may keep your money,” said the young man now in a towering rage 
himself, “I want no help from you and I shall take you at your word and go.” 

The speakers were Jack Campbell and his millionaire father. Jack had led 
a lazy life of it since he had left college and his larks had brought him to this 
pass. He was a likable young man but he had become accustomed to being 
indulged in every whim, and indulgence never breeds strength. If his mother 
had lived, she might have influenced him otherwise, but she died when he was 
only two years old. 

After the quarrel, Jack left his father and packing a few things, went away. 
Then started his wanderings. He gradually drifted northward, finally crossing 
the border into the lumberlands of Canada. Finding himself low in funds, he 
determined to earn something. As about the only thing to work at was lumber- 
ing, he decided to obtain a job as a lumber-jack. 

Going further into the lumber regions, he struck a camp where they were 
short of men. The next day he was set to work. Now the boss of this camp 
was a man of a very cruel and bullying disposition. He had so far successfully 
subjugated all his workmen, but in Jack he had different stuff to deal with, as 
he soon found out. 

In the camp lived a half breed. Jules by name. He was the father of a 
little boy who was a cripple. It was the boy’s habit to go down near the water, 
and sit and watch the men working and the logs floating on the stream. The 
second day of Jack’s working, the little fellow was sitting in his accustomed 
place when Boss Higgins, coming over that way, stumbled over him. Raising 
his foot wdth an oath he kicked the boy. “What are you doing here?” he asked. 

“Merely watching the men work, sir,” replied the boy. At this, the boss 
raised his foot for another kick, when a hand seized him by the collar and whirled 
him around. It was Jack, who couldn’t stand this cruel sight any longer. The 
boss was infuriated that any person should dare oppose him, and he rushed at 
Jack as if to knock him down. Calmly awaiting the onslaught, the other dealt 
the bully a blow that knocked him out. The boss got up w'ith a look in his 
eyes which boded ill for Jack. Jules, when he heard of it, thanked his friend 
and vowed to help him if he could. 

After this episode, the boss tried in every way to make it unpleasant for 
the new lumberman. He put all sorts of duties upon him, but Jack never com- 
plained, for a change was taking place in him. He was growing stronger, and 
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straighter, and had learned to curb his temper. There was a clear look in his 
eye and a reliance in his manner, foreign to him in the old days. 

All this time his father, who, like all the traditional fathers, had repented 
the morning after, had been trying by means of detectives to find him and had 
finally given him up for lost. 

While Jack worked, he kept his eyes open. He soon found out that much 
of the most valuable lumber didn’t reach the owner’s mills. Clearly someone 
was getting a graft, and who that someone was, Jack well knew. He decided 
on his course and then made out his report and sent it in to the owner, showing 
up the frauds. 

By this time it was spring, and with the freshets the logs were floating 
down the stream. For a time all went well, but finally the inevitable jam came, 
and the boss sent Jack out to start the logs. He knew that it was a dangerous 
mission but he had to obey. The boss, when he saw Jack out on the logs too 
far for any one to help, fouled the jam by setting off dynamite. Jack realized 
his peril, but he decided to fight dearly for his life. He ran from one log to 
another, falling in, scrambling out again, now on top, and now under the logs. 
A sudden realization of the scene photographed itself on his mind. He saw the 
white spurt of water as the logs began to move, the flash of wet bark in the sun- 
light, the red face of the boss peering from behind a giant pine on the bank, a 
bird swooping low over foaming eddies, and then a sickening sense of the rapids. 
The logs were being tossed like straws, but the noise was deafening. 1 hen the 
sky, the river bank, and the torrent became one huge smiling picture of Jules, 
and Jack knew no more. 

For over a week he lay delirious in a deserted cabin tended faithfully by 
the untiring Jules, who thought Jack would never show signs of returning con- 
sciousness. It was a hard fight for life. One morning as Jules was at his bed- 
side, his eyes opened and in them was the light of recognition. “Where am I?” 
he said. 

“In my cabin in the woods, where I carried you after your trip over the 
rapids,” answered Jules. 

“How long have I been here?” 

“About two weeks as near as I can figure,” Jules said. 

“How long do you think it will be before I can get back to work?” 

“Another fortnight will put you on your feet,” Jules replied. He proved 
to be a good prophet and in a week Jack was able to return to the camp. All 
the men, except one, welcomed him as from the jaws oi death. 1 he boss said 
nothing, but his heart was filled with rage over the failure of his plans. 

From this time on, the men held the boss in contempt. The news of his 
attempt to kill Jack had leaked out in spite of his precautions and had spread 
like wildfire through the camp. Jack was a hero to the men and this only served 
to increase the helpless rage of the boss. 

The time had almost come for the semi-annual visit of the owner of the 
camps, and the men were getting the camp ready for inspection. Jack was 
now at work again as hard as ever. Finally the day of the owner s arrival came, 
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and he was met at the station by the boss. Jack was away working in the 
woods at that time and didn’t see him; 

Upon arrival at the camp, the lumber magnate retired to one of the better 
cabins which had been turned over to him. Here he was found by Jules, who 
had determined to tell him of the treachery of the boss and the attempt on 
the life of his friend. 

Entering the cabin, he said humbly, “Sir, I have something of impor- 
tance to report to you if you will spare me a little time.” 

“Well,” said the owner, “be quick about it as I wish to go out and look 
over the camp.” Jules immediately plunged into his story. When it was ended, 
the listener said, “I have changed my mind about inspection of the camps, — 
that can wait until to-morrow. Send that young man to me just as soon as he 
comes in, and remember, not a word of this to anyone.” 

Jack returned shortly after this and Jules told him that he w r as to report 
to the inspector. Entering the cabin, he saw a man sitting with his back 
toward him. “You sent for me, sir,” said Jack. The figure in the chair whirled 
around. A gasp of astonishment burst from both of them, and then the man 
spoke. 

“Jack, my boy, at last I’ve found you after my long search.” Then follow- 
ed a happy reunion, and the father noted with pride the strong healthy looks 
of his son and his straight vigorous manner. He then told the boy of his long 
search for him, and Jack in return recounted his adventures including the at- 
tempt on his life and the use of a false surname. After listening to his story, 
the father said, “Well, what shall w r e do with this man? Shall we prosecute 
or just fire him? It rests with you, my boy.” 

“Let him go,” said Jack, “he will be punished enough, and I am too happy 
over our reconciliation to make any one else unhappy.” 

“Well spoken, my boy. Your life in the woods has made a man of you, a 
man I am proud to own as my son.” Jack thought no hardship he had borne 
too great when repaid by such words of praise from his father 
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“Last call for breakfast!” 

“Yes, mother, I’m coming”, responded Billy. “If she only knew how long 
I’ve been up”, he muttered. “I never spent such a long time dressing in my 
whole life before.” 

Billy was struggling with his first long trousers. He had spent fully half 
an hour trying to adjust his suspenders. Some how or other he couldn’t find 
buttons enough on which to fasten them. “Why do the old things slip so at 
the shoulders!” he grumbled. 

Glancing out of the window, he saw four of his chums racing through the 
meadow, all yellow with marsh marigolds, in the direction of the swimming 
pool, a huge Saint Bernard at their heels. The previous morning he had been 
one of the rolicking company, but now, upon the dawning of his fourteenth 
birthday and the putting on of his first long trousers, he had outgrown such 
childish sports. 

“Gee, but won’t the fellows sit up and take notice!” he exclaimed, pulling 
and tugging at his tie, unable to make a bow which would remain in a horizontal 
position. It was a gorgeous green tie generously bespangled with red and yellow 
dots. He had socks to match, too, and they were the pride of his young heart. 
“There!” with a final jerk, “I’m done,” and he heaved a sigh of relief. After 
a last glance at himself in his mirror, he bounded down stairs to breakfast. 

“Many happy returns of the day, William.” 

William. Yes, father had called him William, not Billy nor Will as pre- 
viously. Dear old dad! He understood. No doubt he remembered how he 
felt when donning his first long trousers. 

“A happy birthday, son,” said Billy’s mother, kissing him. 

He squirmed away, seated himself at the table, and began cramming his 
food into his mouth, scarcely tasting what he ate. After breakfast he spent ten 
minutes before his mirror surveying himself at all angles and assuring himself 
that there were no specks of lint on the blue suit. When he was sure that it 
was immaculate, he caught up his books and new straw hat and went whistling 
into the yard. His father called him back and put a crisp dollar bill into his 
hand. 

“To carry in those new pockets, son. Spend it as you like this time.” 

“Thank you, father. I wish someone would pinch me, and see ‘if I be I or 
who I be’. I’ll keep an account of the way I spend it.” He was off whistling 
again. 

His father, eager to see what would happen next, watched him as he strolled 
down the long driveway. “Ah ha!” he exclaimed, as Billy paused before the 
pansy bed. “Just what I thought. If he hasn’t chosen the largest yellow one 
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that he can find. Won’t it match his green tie and socks, though?” He went 
into the house chuckling. ‘That’s just exactly the way I acted when I was a 
chap, Elizabeth. Made a little fool of myself, but I grew out of the nonsense 
all right. Never mind about the boy’s actions to-day. He feels as if the world 
were made for him. I assure you he’ll have all he wants of it by bedtime.” 

Twenty minutes later Billy walked slowly across the front of the school- 
room and up the aisle, — Billy bedecked in blue serge, with a green tie, green 
socks, a crisp dollar bill in his pocket, and an enormous yellow pansy in his 
buttonhole. He was trying, oh, so hard, to appear unaware of the additional 
length of blue serge below his knees. 

As he sat down, he heard a low whisper beside him, “Morning, William.” 

Little did it matter to him now how the boys jeered or how the girls stared. 
She had spoken to him. It gave him a queer fluttering sensation about — his 
lungs, he guessed. He had never paid much attention to his little next door 
neighbor formerly, but now — . She had called him William . That was what 
his father had called him too. Could it be that she also knew and understood? 
He smiled back at her and went busily to work. How could he study? He felt 
that her eyes were looking at him from beneath her long lashes. Funny, he had 
never noticed her before.” 

As he sat gazing blankly at his geography, a thought came to him. Perhaps 
it came suggested by the cocoa bean pictured on the page before him. Yes, he 
resolved to part with one tenth of that money in his pocket. He had almost 
forgotten his wealth after she had spoken to him, but now it was fairly burning 
a hole in his new suit. At recess he went off by himself to a store nearby and 
spent the precious money. He didn’t even stop to think that his chums had 
deserted him, but slipped back and with fear and trembling laid a cake of choco- 
late inside her desk. 

Later, when she entered, he watched her out of the corner of his eye. Queer, 
he’d never known how until this morning. Still, one learns many strange 
things when one puts on long trousers. He watched her open her desk, watched 
her big brown eyes grow wide with amazement, and saw a faint blush creep 
over her tiny cheek. Then, somehow, he could no longer summon courage to 
look. He bent his head low over his book and wrote endless rows of figures. 
Why he wrote figures he knew not, but he must do something. He again felt 
that she was watching him. Softly she slipped a piece of paper beneath his 
arm. He felt it and snatched it, still avoiding her eyes. “Thank you, William,” 
he read. Here it was again. William in black and white. She did understand. 
He liked her because she understood. 

After school at noon his friends saw William walking slowly down the street 
swinging two piles of books instead of the accustomed one. Little did Billy 
care when they passed him by, looked over their shoulders, laughed, and ran on. 
Why should he care? Was she not with him? 

All went smoothly until school was dismissed in the afternoon. He waited 
for her to come out as she had at noon, but when she did come dancing down the 
walk, she was accompanied by two girls and did not even speak to him. This 
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was more than he could bear. He could stand the ridicule of his chums, but 
when she cut him, — it was unendurable. He trudged home by himself. When 
he reached the gate, his mother was waiting for him. 

“Well, Willie, how did the new suit go to-day? What did the boys say?” 
she asked. 

“Nothin,” answered Billy glumly as he hurried on to his room. 

At supper-time his father avoided the subject of trousers, but still called 
his son William. 

“The boys came around after school, Billy, when you were upstairs to see 
why you wouldn’t play with them”, exclaimed Billy’s mother in spite of her 
husband’s frown. “They’re going to the pond after frogs’ eggs to-night”. 

Billy left the table and went to his room. 

“There, Elizabeth, you’ve done it now,” came from the occupant of the 
serving chair. 

A few' moments later, upon glancing up from his paper, Billy’s father saw 
a fleeting image crawl under the fence, stop at the ash barrel for a discarded 
tomato can, and run down the lane to the frog pond. It was an image of a boy 
in knee trousers. 

“Why that’s William V 1 and he laughed a long hearty laugh that brought 
his wife hurrying from the kitchen. 

“Look, Elizabeth, what did 1 tell you?” he exclaimed between breaths 
stifled with laughter. 

“ Billy it is still to be,” she said softly. “I’ll wager William won’t reappear 
for some time to come.” 
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RALLY TO THE NEEDS 
OF TAUNTON 


SERVE YOUR CITY IN ITS TIME OF NEED. 


The business of this and nearby cities is in great 
need of more office workers. Even in normal times 
there is a scarcity of well qualified office help. 

The war stimulus to business activity adds to 
this scarcity of office workers. Taunton must have 
more bookkeepers, stenographers, secretaries and 
other office workers, if it is to do its full share in the 
increased demands made upon our business concerns. 


SERVE YOUR COUNTRY 


by helping along the business interests of your city. 

Qualify for this service by taking the Complete 
course at the 


BRISTOL SCHOOL 


43 TAUNTON GREEN 


TAUNTON, MASS. 


“Do your patriotic bit” by helping the business of your city. 


B. T. MOWRY, Inc. 


Electrical Constructions, Supplies 
and Fixtures 


28 Broadway 


Taunton, Mass. 


Tel. 557 



ONE POINT ALL FELLOWS AGREE ON 
IS THAT OUR STORE IS 


SPO RTM E N’S 
HEADQUARTERS 


TENTS, CAMP COTS, CAMP STOVES, 

GUNS, FISHING TACKLE, BASEBALL 
GOODS, WRIST WATCHES, KNIVES, 
FLASH LIGHTS, BOAT SUPPLIES, 
ETC. 


SEE US BEFORE THAT VACATION 


THE PIERCE HARDWARE CO. 


W. H. GRAHAM CORPORATION 
Undertakers and Funeral Directors 

Springfield Boston Dorchester 33 Summer St. TAUNTON, MASS. 

Worcester Providence Telephone 2010 


HALL and HAGERTY 
Attorneys at Law 

Crocker Building 


William J. Davison, Pres. 


G. Elmer Mossman, Gen. Sec’y 


Y. M. C. A. 


Compliments of 

A FRIEND 


Compliments of 


Compliments of 

A FRIEND 


A FRIEND 

Compliments of 


A FRIEND 


RIGHTS" 

at the 


STEPHEN G. BEERS 

S. K. AMES’ 


JEWELER 

Butter & Tea Store 


No. 6 Main Street 

40 Main St. Taunton 


Taunton, Mass. 

62 Branch stores in New England. 




At the service of the American people 
WALK-OVER SHOES 

A world Master-piece and yours to-day. 

MAY WE SERVE YOU? 


F. P. MASON 


D. H. MASON & SON 


(T. H. S. 1900) 


HAYMAN’S BROADWAY HALL 

F. W. HAYMAN, Manager 

TO LET FOR ENTERTAINMENTS, BANQUETS, 

RECEPTIONS, CONVENTIONS, 

DANCING PARTIES, ETC. 

Licensed Capacity 1,500 44 Broadway, TAUNTON 


Blue Serge Suits for Graduation 
$15.00 & S25.00 


W'hite Flannel Trousers 
S5.00 


COLBYS, Inc. 

TAUNTON NEW BEDFORD 



Our Motto — The Best Work and Courteous Treatment to all. 



THE BEST PICTURE FRAMING 

is done at 

C. WOOD & SON’S 

65 Main St. 

And the prices are reasonable. 


Largest Monumental Warerooms in New England 
JOHN R. RICHARDS 

12-14 Cedar Street TAUNTON, MASS. 

J. MONTGOMERY, Mgr. Represented by E. C. DEXTER 

Car Stops at Cedar Street Telephone 1915 


Compliments of 

W. J. DAVISON 


DR. M. J. MITCHELL 
Dentist 

56 City Square, Telephone 

Taunton, Mass. 555 


HERBERT E. PIERCE 

Registered 

Optometrist & Optician 

59 Main St. Taunton 


Compliments of 

SEIBEL & BAYLIES 


PHILLIP II. REILLY 
Lawyer 


INSURANCE 
J. R. TALLMAN & CO. 

17 Weir St. Taunton, Mass. 

J. R. Tallman H. 13. Tallman 


PARK CAFE 

LADIES AND GENTS 

“The best place to entertain your friends” 

50 City Square Taunton, Mass. 


METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE CO. 

T. H. ARDEN, Superintendent 

Crocker Building Taunton, Mass. 

Rooms 19-20-21-22-23-24 


Has the largest amount of Insurance of any company in the United States 


LOUIS P. SOUCY 

CUSTOM TAILORING 

TlToolens 
|| orkmanship 

Me deliver both 

414 Bay St. Taunton, Mass. 

Compliments of 

PRISCILLA SHOP 

Compliments of 

S. RODBERG 

The Tailor 

Compliments of 

BROADWAY DEPARTMENT STORE 

M. STENDER 

BOOT AND SHOE REPAIRER 
Hand Sewed Work and Machine Work 
All Work Guaranteed to Wear 

88 Weir Street Taunton, Mass. 

Compliments of 

A FRIEND 

CRYSTAL CREAMERY CO. 

Cor. Broadway and Leonard St., Taunton 

POULTRY 

Butter, Cheese, Eggs, Tea and Coffee 
“Where you can always get Good Butter” 
Telephone 881 

MASON HATS 

All union made 

Caps, Gloves, Umbrellas and Canes 

18 Cohannet Street 

Taunton, Mass 

Compliments of 

BUFFINGTON 

THE UNDERTAKER 

Telephone 1118-W 

Compliments of 

BERKOVER 

Fine Tailoring Done 

E. E. WILLEY 

Bicycles and Sporting Goods 

School Street 

Compliments of 

WILLIAM REED 

DR. CHAS. J. CAREY 

Surgeon Dentist 

Tel. Con. 

Carey Building Broadway 

Compliments of 

A. W. WOOD 

ICE 



Plumbing 


Heating 


Sheet Metal Work 



I. F. WHITMARSH CO. 

64 Weir St. Tel. 455 


THE FLOWER SHOP 

MRS. EDITH M. WOODWARD, 

64 Main St. Taunton, Mass. 

Choicest of Flowers for any occasion 
Designing a Specialty 

Telephone 1369 


Compliments of 


Compliments of 


A FRIEND 


WILLIAM S. WOODS 


Attorney at Law 






INSURANCE REAL ESTATE SURETY BONDS MORTGAGE LOANS 

E. T. JACKSON & CO. 

(RANDALL DEAN) 

38 Crocker Building, Cor. Court St. and P. O. Square Taunton, Mass. 


Compliments of 


HALL THE FLORIST 


4 Main Street 


Tel. 1422 


Compliments of 


A FRIEND 



. 



Compliments of 


Compliments of 


L. M. LOTHROP 


F. L. TINKHAM 


Dealer in 

PIANOS 


Compliments of 


95 Main St. 


Taunton, Mass. 


FRANK J. SMERDON 


J. P. HERN 

PIANOS AND MUSICAL MDSE. 

Always the latest in sheet music 

Hern’s Orchestra Piano Tuning, W. W. Hayward 

Room 1 & 2 Wilbur Block, TAUNTON, MASS. 


Compliments of 

LOUIS SWIG and FRANK E. KNOWLES 
Attorneys and Counsellors at Law 


A LIVE WIRE- COFFIN, The Druggist 
Agents for Foss’s Quality and Premier Chocolates 

39 CITY SQUARE 


WAR INSURANCE 

INSURANCE OF EVERY DESCRIPTION 
AND SURETY BONDS 

HAMMOND, MORSE AND COMPANY 

Bristol County Trust Company Building. 

Willard W. More Eda B. Morse 


22 Weir St. 


W. C. TOWNSEND 
Fish Market 


Telephone 1130 


Fot Your Sporting Goods Call at 

F. R. WASHBURN CO’S 

HARDWARE STORE 

Reach Base Ball Goods 

Wright & Ditson Tennis Goods 
Fine Fishing Tackle 

MILTON H. FARLEY 

UNDERTAKER 

13 Main Street Taunton, Mass. 

Compliments of 

Compliments of 

S. & M. GARAGE 

A FRIEND 

Compliments of 

Compliments of 

BOUTIN, the Photographer 

E. MARDER 


Custom Tailor 


Compliments of 

WARREN A. SWIFT 
Attorney at Law 

CROCKER BUILDING TAUNTON, MASS. 


Typewriters 
Rented 
For Practice 


Compliments of 


Everything 
For the Office 


ROBERTSON MOTOR CAR CO. 



JAMES E. LEWIS 

OFFICE OUTFITTER 24 Main St. 


RIPLEY and GLAYIN 
Druggists 

THE TALK OF THE TOWN — Our Soda and Confectionery 


Compliments of 

EVERETT S. WHITE 
Attorney at Law 


Compliments of 

Compliments of 

FRANKLIN 

Men’s Furnishings 

GEORGE B. HAYES 

Compliments of 

Do WIENERT 

TAUNTON PLANING 

MILL 

North End Clothier. 422 Bay St. 



Compliments of 

A FRIEND 


ft afcty 

Compliments of 

V aving AT 

\ervice 
^satisfaction 

C. H. LINCOLN 

L. GOLDSTEIN 

Compliments of 

Family Clothier Home Furnisher 

THE FRUITER Y 

Whittenton 3 Corners 



Compliments of 

CARLOW AUTO CO. 



COMPLIMENTS OF 


HIS HONOR 

THE MAYOR 

J. WILLIAM FLOOD 


